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Christy: Labor Day

LABOR DAY
sestina by

SARAH CHRISTY
Holding onto the last minute or so of summer, sopping up the smells and looks of
everything. Finding white rocks
seaside, and wanting to spend my life that way, cradling my shoes
while my parents file aluminum chairs in the back of our car.
I'm dancing,
and like a stopwatch
has run out on me, my father calls - "Let's wrap up this story!"
"What do we need from the store?"
my father asks my mother. I count my rocks,
turning them over and over in my hands, and they click like a stopwatch.
But I want to spend my life without shoes,
in the sand, spinning, dancing,
and not in the back of our car,
not in any car
at all, not driving, especially not to the store.
Dancing
amongst the other white rocks,
without shoes,
without racing a stopwatch.
My father scratches his wrist, under his watch,
after stopping the car.
I slip into my shoes
and the store
with my mother. Two rocks
dance
in my fist. Dancing
and clicking like a stopwatch,
past off-season umbrellas and rockers,
half-priced hotdogs, Our Country storybooks,
red-white-and-blue car
decals, visors, hats, swim shoes.
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I slip swim shoes
over my bare feet, and dance
my heels into them, imagine a pebbled shore, jagged, in the middle of the store,
my mother timing me underwater with a stopwatch,
my father, in the car,
counting my white rocks.
I find an empty rocker, sit, and pull off the shoes.
After all, the water is cold, too cold for swimming. The car decals flap, dance in the breeze of a fan,
and like a stopwatch, on the loudspeaker, I hear "store closes in ten minutes for Labor Day."
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